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"Don't forget we have an interview tonight, guys." Obie said. 

‘Obie, we've been doing this for thirty years. How can we forget?" Tico asked. 

"You're over 50." They all just shook their heads, smiling. 

"What do you think they're going to ask about?" Richie asked. 

"The usual." David said. 

"Wise-ass." Everybody laughed. 

"Anyway. What time will it be?" Jon asked. 

"We should probably head out. It's in an hour and a half." Obie said. The band left to go to the studio. When 
they got there, it was about IO minutes until it started. They hung out for a while, laughing and joking around 
with each other. Then it was time. It went for a while then the interviewer turned to David. 

"How are you, David?" 


"Pretty well" David said. 


"Now. You don't really talk much about your childhood. Can you tell us anything about it?" David sighed. He 
really didn't talk about it much. It wasn't bad, but it wasn't all that great. 
"Well." 
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Its best to leave your mommy alone for right now." Eddie said quietly to his 12-year-old son, David. Eddie left 
the room. David walked into his parents' bedroom. His mother, Sarah, was sitting against the wall, crying. It was 
normal for Sarah to have these break downs. Sarah Rachel Rashbaum was born Sarah Rachel Cohen on 
September 29, 1933. She witnessed the Holocaust first hand. Sarah's whole family was Jewish. They started 
struggling once Hitler came into power. Then it happened. The Holocaust had started. One by one, each person 
lost their job. One by one, each person lost their rights. One by one, each person lost their home. One by one, 
each person was taken away from their family to a concentration camp. Sarah's family was taken to 
Auschwitz, one of the worst concentration camps. She watched her mother die. She watched her father die. 
She watched her older and younger brothers die. She watched her older and younger sisters die. She watched 
her friends die. She watched her teachers die. She watched everybody die. Luckily, Sarah was spared and at 
the end of the Holocaust, she was taken to America by her only surviving family member. She still has 
flashbacks of those days. 

‘Mommy .." David said softly, walking over to her. Sarah looked up to see David, quickly wiping away her tears. 
"Mommy. What's wrong?" Sarah just shook her head. 

"Nothing, dear." David sighed, knowing she was lying. 

"| wanna show you something.” He stuck out his hand to help her up. She took her son's hand and followed him 
to the piano they had in their living room. Waiting for her to sit down, David opened the music and placed it in 
front of him. His long, thin fingers glided across the keys with ease. A smile began to form on Sarah's face. 
She loved to hear him play. When he finished, she hugged him tightly. 

I'm so proud of you, Dave. | really am." David just smiled and hugged his mom. He was glad that he was able 
to make his mother smile. 


3 


David finished talking about his mom. "| never knew that, Dave." Jon said. Richie and Tico agreed. David 
shrugged. After the interview was over, they all went back to their hotel rooms. Well except for David. 

"Guys, I'm gonna go for a walk" He said. 

"Okay. You all right?" Jon asked. David gave a small smile. 

"Yeah. Just gonna clear my head a little" The band nodded and David headed out. He stuffed his hands in his 
pockets as he walked around a lone lake. Growing up, his relationship with his mom got strained. He wasn't home 
often due to touring. He rarely visited her when he was home because he had a family at home to take care 
of. His mom had gone completely insane by the time she was 60 to the point where she was held in an insane 
asylum for the rest of her life. He blamed himself for not being by his mother's side. He always played the 
role of a happy-go-lucky guy with a very sarcastic sense of humor. In all honesty, he played the role really 
well. Nobody knew the pain he had bottled up. Not even his wife. He stopped and looked up at the moon It was 
a little chilly outside, being the middle of October. A breeze blew, causing him to zip his jacket the rest of the 
way up. Memories flooded his mind. Some pleasant. Some unpleasant. It wasn't the ideal thing for him to do, but 
he had always wanted to talk to someone about his childhood. He knew he could count on the boys for support. 
It was just a little hard talking about something that nobody really knew about and something that he had kept 
bottled up for 40+ years. Picking up a rock, his father's words buzzed around in his head. All you have to do, 
Dave, is take the rock and give a flick of the wrist. He did exactly that, counting how many times the rock 


skimmed the lake's surface. A smile formed on his face. 
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"There you go, David" David smiled at his mother as she clapped. He had been trying to skip a rock across the 
pond for a long time. He couldn't get it. But now he did. His dad smiled and nodded. It wasn't particularly a skill 
you would need to know, but David was so happy that he was able to skip it. Sarah sat down on the picnic 
blanket with a sigh. Today was one of those days where she was relaxed and happy. No worries at all. No 
breakdowns. They're rare, so they decided to take an advantage and go out for a picnic. 

"So what do you think you're going to do when you get older?" Eddie asked his son as both he and David sat 
next to Sarah. 

"| want to be a rock star, Dad" David said. Sarah smiled and kissed the side of David's head. Eddie nodded. He 
wasn't too sure about that. He knew his son was good, but some people never do make it no matter how big 
their talent is. 

"Do you think | could be a rock star, Momma?" David asked. Sarah smiled and nodded. 

"Of course. You can do anything you set your mind to, Dave. I'll always believe in you and so will your father." 
David looked at Eddie, who smiled and nodded. 

"We'll always be there for you 100%, Dave. No matter what happens." David just nodded and started eating. He 


didn't know what kind of success he'd have in the future, but he was sure it was a great amount of success. 
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David continued to stare at the pond, not quite sure what to do. He didn't want to stay there and just stare at 
the pond, but he didn't want to go back to the hotel, knowing that he was going to get bombarded with 
questions from Jon, Richie, and Tico. He knew they cared about him. He just didn't like getting asked what was 
wrong with him. Stop hiding things from them. They're like brothers to you. They can help you get through 
this. They can help you feel happy again. No! Don't. They don't understand. He argued with himself in his mind. 
He knew that at this point, he was no longer sane. He had lost his mind years ago. That was the only thing he 
was sure of anymore. That he was far past insanity. He felt someone tap his shoulder. He looked behind him to 
see Jon. "You all right?" He asked, sitting down next to him. 

"| guess." David shrugged. 

"What's bothering you, Lemma?" 

"Too many things, Jon. Too many things." 

"Talk to me." David sighed. "You know what? Let's get back to the hotel then you can talk to me." 

"Okay." David stood up. He brushed the dust and dirt off of his clothes and started walking, stuffing his hands 
in his jacket pockets. Jon walked next to him, also stuffing his hands in his jacket pockets. David stared at the 
ground as they walked, not really saying anything. As they walked, they passed an old bike trail that David used 
to bike on all the time with his parents. 
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"No! No!" Sarah said, sitting on the side of the road. Yet again, she was having a nervous breakdown. David 
didn't know what to do. He only knew how to calm her with the piano, but there was obviously no piano. 
‘Momma .." He said softly. He went to touch her shoulder, but she jerked away. 

"Don't hurt me. Don't hurt me." She whispered repeatedly. David looked at his father, who was walking over to 
them. 

"Let me handle this, Dave. Go wait in the car." Eddie said. David nodded and slowly made his way to the car. 
Once David was in the car, Eddie crouched down in front of Sarah. 

"Don't hurt me." 

"Sarah. Sweetheart” Eddie said. 

"Get away from mel" 

"Sarah. Its me. Eddie." 

"No you're not" Sarah buried her face in her hands, trying to block everything out. 

"Sarah. Look at me. I'm not a Nazi. I'm Eddie." 

"Get the hell away from mel" Eddie sighed and stood her up. 

"Sarah. Look at me." Sarah looked down, shaking her head. 

"No. No, no, no." 

"Sarah. Look at mel" Eddie yelled. David knew how this would go. Sarah and Eddie would yell at each other then 
they wouldn't talk for the rest of the day. That's how it had always been. David looked at his sister, who was 
sleeping. He didn't know how she was able to sleep when their parents were fighting like this. He looked out the 
window again to see Eddie hugging Sarah. Maybe it was different this time, but he knew that things would 


never change. 
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Jon looked over to see that David had stopped walking and was now staring at a bike road. "Dave." Jon said. 
David didn't move or say anything. "Dave." He tapped his shoulder. 

"Huh? What?" David asked, looking at Jon. 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah. I'm fine." 

"Why were you staring at that road?" 

"Just thinking." 

"Okay. Let's go." They made their way back to their hotel, not really saying much. They sat down at the coffee 
table in Jon's room. "What's bothering you, Lemma?" 

"Like | said. A lot of things. There's not just one thing." 

"Well, you can always tell me." 

"| know. | know." Taking a drink from the glass of wine Jon handed him. Jon just stared at him, urging him. David 
sighed and set the glass down "I really don't like talking about it because it hurts. Very, very badly." 

"| can help you, Lemma." 

"Nobody can help me because it's already said and done." David snapped. Once he realized he snapped at Jon, he 
sighed. "I'm sorry." Jon shook his head. 

"Don't be." David sighed and rubbed his face. 

"IFs just .. | don't know. | can't even begin to tell you." 

"That's all right. Just take your time." David sighed. He started to say something, but shook his head, sighing. 
"Its too fucking hard" David took another drink. 

"Is it about your mom?" 

"Yeah." Jon nodded. 

Its okay, Lemma. We're here for you." 

"| know. | know. Thanks." 

"No problem, Lemma." David got up. 

"I'm gonna head off to bed. Night." 

"Night" Jon said. David went back to his hotel room. He laid in bed, staring at the ceiling. He couldn't sleep. 
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"Momma. | can't sleep." David said, sitting up in bed. Sarah sat down on the edge of the bed. 

"Would you like me to read you a story?" Sarah asked. David just nodded, laying back in the bed and covering 
himself with the blanket. 

"What book would you like me to read?" David thought. 

"Der Rattenfanger." He said. 


Sarah shifted uncomfortably. "Are you sure, Dave?" She asked. David nodded. Of course, it was a story meant 
to scare little children into being good, but David was fascinated by it. Sarah sighed, grabbing the book off the 
shelf. She had always been haunted by the book. But whatever it took to get her son to sleep, she would do it. 


"Beware, little children Take heed and learn the lesson of Hamlyn where one bad soul brought tragedy upon the 
whole town Happy Hamburg 1939. Happy Hamlyn after the rats had been led away. A town heeding with life. Full 
to overflowing. And every day, the good people counted their blessings. Every single one. They all knew how 


fortunate they were." 


"All except for one very wicked soul who was ungrateful and did not count. Mr. Ingratitude. ‘We are forgotten. 
We are lost. We are destroyed: Cried out all the uncounted blessings. Then a cloud appeared in the clear, blue 
sky casting a shadow down below. ‘Who is not counting? Whispered the shadow. ‘Who has forgotten their 
blessings?” It hissed." 


"| will find you: It spat. ‘| will search you whoever wherever you are’ Then the shadow started growing legs, 
strong arms, spiky nails, and eyes sharp as razors. The Ratcatcher. When the Ratcatcher couldn't find the one 
who wasn't counting his blessings, he raised his magic pipe to his lips and played a song. All the bad children 


followed the Ratcatcher into the abyss, never to be seen again" 
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"Dave. You all right?" Tico asked. "Yeah. Just tired" David said, yawning as he took a bite of his eggs. "How late 
did you stay up?" Jon asked. "Not sure. Enough time to remember Der Rattenfanger." David said. "Der what?" 
Jon asked. "Der Rattenfanger. The Ratcatcher." David said. "I've never heard of it" Richie said. 


David sighed. "It's a story made up to scare little kids into being good. It would take forever to explain. I'll tell 
you later." He said. "Why would you know that story?" Jon asked. "Mom read it to me every night when | was a 
kid" David said. The band nodded. "So. Ready for tonight?" Jon asked. "Of course." David said. They talked about 


the concert for a while. 


Before the concert, they sat down to rest for a while before changing. "You've got my curiousity going. What's 
the story of The Ratcatcher?" Tico asked. David told them the story. They stared at him. "Damn" Jon said. 
"Yeah. It can get people pretty screwed up." David said. They nodded. "All right. Let's go rehearse a little" Richie 


said. 


They walked onto the stage and David walked up to his keyboards. "Lemma. Could you play something so we can 
make sure we can hear you?" David only nodded and held a thumbs up. He started playing something random 


from when he was a kid. 
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His mother was once again calm, but David knew that it wouldn't last long. He would once again be at the piano 
a few minutes later, having another attempt at soothing his mother's fears. David was now eighteen years old. 
He was used to his mother's constant anxiety attacks and mental breakdowns. It still scared him, but not as 


much as it used to. 


"Dad. | have rehearsals today." David said. He was in a band with a childhood friend, John Bongiovi. 

"Have fun and be careful." Eddie said. 

"Always do." David said. David was a straight-A student. 4.0 GPA. He played football and soccer. He really was 
different from the other guys in the band. John was smart, he just didn't really care for school. The others .. 


however .. weren't so intelligent. 


David knocked on the front door of John’s house, where they were meeting. "Oh. Hello, David! Come on in. John's 
downstairs." David smiled, said his hellos, and went downstairs. John was sitting on the couch with his guitar. 
"Where's everybody at?" John looked up to see David. 

"They bailed" John said. 


"Of course." David sighed, sitting on the couch. 


It wasn't the first time a band had bailed before they even had a chance to perform. "How's everything at 
home?" John asked. 

"Great, thanks." David lied. John nodded and continued to play his guitar. "Do .. you think we'll ever make it in 
the music business?" David asked. 


"If we keep going and never give up, of course." John said. David nodded. He hoped John was right. 


"Lemma. Lemma" David looked up from the keys of the piano. 
"Yeah?" He said. 

"You okay?" Jon asked. 

"Yeah. Why?" David asked. 

"Did you not hear me?" Jon asked. 

"No. | zoned out. Sorry." David said. 

"IFs okay. | said you're going to sing "In These Arms" tonight. Okay?" Jon asked. 
"Okay. Thanks." David said. 

"You sure you're okay, Dave?" Tico asked. 

"Yeah. I'm fine. Just thinking." David said. 

"What about?" Tico asked. 

"Things." David said. 


Tico sighed. He wanted to give up trying to get David to talk about what had him so bothered lately, but he 
didn't want to give up on a friend. "Okay." Tico sighed and went back to his drums. David looked at Jon, ready to 
do anything he said. 

"Come here, Dave." Richie said. David walked over to Richie. "Seriously. Are you all right?" Richie asked. 

"I'll be fine." David said. Richie sighed. 

"Listen, man. You ever need to talk, I'm here for you. Okay?" Richie asked. David nodded. 

"| appreciate it." David said. 


Later that night was the concert. "Is everybody ready?" Their manager asked. 

"Yeah." The guys except David said. David was staring off into space again 

"Lemma." Jon said. 

"Huh?" David said, coming out of his thoughts. 

"Are you ready?" Jon asked. 

"Yeah. Sorry." David said, rubbing his eyes. 

"All right. Let's go." The manager said. Tico, David, and Richie left the room. Before Jon could leave the room, 
the manager pulled him aside. 

"What's wrong with David?" He asked. "No idea. We're thinking it has something to do with his mom." Jon said. 
The manager nodded and let Jon go. 


"Well, well, well. Good evening, Little Rock!" Jon said. The crowd cheered. David stared off into space again, 
knowing that Jon was going to give a pretty long speech. 
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The year was 1983. David was in college at Juilliard. He was studying when he heard the phone ring. "Hello?" He 
answered. 

"Dave." Jon said. 

"Hey, Jon. What's up?" 

"| got a record deal and I'm trying to put a band together. So far, it's Dave Sabo and |. Are you in?" David 
thought for a minute. Should / go for it and risk everything? Or should | stay af Juillard and continue doing this? 
"ll do it" 

"Great! Do you know any drummers or bass guitarists?" 

"| know a bass guitarist. He knows a drummer." 

"Great! Call them up." 

"All right" 

Ill see you tomorrow at 6:00." 

"Okay. Bye." He was really excited He would actually be able to go into a recording studio with a real band and 
really record an album that would be released to the public. He couldn't believe it. 


"Hey mom." David said as he walked in through the door of his parents‘ house. 

"Hey, Dave! What are you doing home?" Sarah asked, hugging her son. 

"| have something to tell you guys." He said to Sarah, Eddie, and his sister. 

"What's that?" Eddie asked." 

"| dropped Juilliard ..' 

"What?" They all interrupted. 

"Whoa whoa whoa. Let me finish. You remember Jon. Right?" 

"Yeah." Eddie said. 

"He got a record deal and invited me to be in a band with him. We start rehearsing tomorrow." Like he 


promised Jon, he went and called the bassist. 
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After the concert, everybody showered. "Lemma. | need to talk to you." Tico said. David nodded and followed 
Tico. "All right. Seriously. What's your problem? You've been depressed and zoning out for days now. We're 
really worried about you." Tico said. "Don't worry about me. I'm fine" David said. "No you're not, Lemma. You 


haven't been you lately. It's really worrying us." Tico said. David sighed. "H's just really hard to explain" He said. 


"You can tell us anything. You know that?" Tico asked. "Yeah. It's just really hard to tell anybody what's been 
going on. Hell. Not even Lexi knows." David said. "That's sad" Tico said. David shrugged. "At least tell me this. 
Does it have something to do with your mother?" Tico asked. "Yes." David said. Tico sighed. "It's okay, Dave. She 
needed that help. It was better for her." Tico said. "You don't understand. There's so much more." David said. 


"Well we can't understand because you won't tell us." Tico said. 


David sighed. "Why won't you tell us?" Tico asked. "It's just a really touchy subject." David said. "Okay. But if 
you ever want to talk about anything, please let me know." Tico said. "Thanks T" David said. "No problem! 
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David walked into the recording studio to meet with Jon, Tico, Alec, and the newest member of the band Richie. 
"Hey guys." He said, shrugging off his coat and putting it on the back of a chair. 


"Hey Dave. Ready to start recording?" Jon asked. 


"Of course." David replied. They were only working on one song, since it was all they had at the moment. Just a 


few months later, they released their debut album. 


"Mom. | have some great news." David was calling his mom from an apartment Jon had bought. He was there 


after being told to come over for some important news by their manager, Doc McGhee. 
"What's that, honey?" Sarah asked. 

"We're starting a world tour." David said. 

"That's great! When can | see you?" He smiled. 

“Tomorrow in Philadelphia at Ripley's Music Hall" He said. 


"All right. I'll see you then" She hung up. 
The next day was a big day for everybody. 


"Dave. You'll do fine. | promise." Sarah said, taking her son's hands. 


"Thanks Mom." He smiled. She hugged him and he hugged her back "You might want to get back to your seats." 
David said to his parents. 


"Good luck" They said and left. David sighed. It was the first time in a while that he had seen his mom truly 


happy. He knew she loved to see him perform. 


"All right. Are you ready?" Doc asked. The band nodded, still pretty psyched that they were about to perform 
in front of a larger crowd than maybe 200 people. "All right. Go out there and have a great show!" They went 
out onto the stage and started playing. It was quite the show. They performed 4 of their songs and a Left 
Banke song with a guitar solo in the middle of it all. 

After the show, Sarah went backstage to see her son sitting in a chair talking to the rest of the band. 


"You guys did great" She said. "Thanks Mom." David said. 
"Thanks, Mrs. Rashbaum." The band said. 


"Please. Call me Sarah." She said. The band just smiled Sarah went over and hugged her son He smiled and 
hugged her back. He didn't know how long it had been since he saw that smile on his mother's face. 


"All right, Sarah. Stop embarrassing the boy." Eddie said. Sarah smiled and rolled her eyes. "You guys did great 
by the way." Eddie added. 


"Thanks, Mr. Rashbaum The boys said 

"Eddie" He corrected them. When his parents left, David went to go take a shower. 

"Your parents are really nice" Jon said as David grabbed some clothes out of his suitcase. 
"Yeah. Your mother seems like a very happy person" Tico said 


"Wait until you get to know her better." 
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"Come in!" David walked into Tico's hotel room. 

"Hey, Lemma. What's up?" Tico asked, handing him a beer. 

"| need to talk about this." David said, sitting in a chair. Tico sat across from him. 

"What do you mean?" Tico asked, opening the beer in his hand. 

‘| mean .. this guilt | have." David said. 

"What are you guilty about?" Tico asked. 

"Everything | ever did to my mother." David said. 

"You didn't do anything to her. You sent her somewhere where she could get the help she needed" Tico said. 
"Yeah. But, | never visited her, Tic. When she died, | hadn't said a word to her in five years." David said. 
"Well, let's see. She died in ‘93. Right?" Tico asked. 

"Yeah." David said. 

"Five years before that was 1988. You were recording and then you were on tour until January 199. You were 
hospitalized for two weeks then bedridden at home for a month due to a parasite. You helped Richie with his 
solo album. You recorded the soundtrack for "The Netherworld". Not long after that, we went into recording 
Keep the Faith. Did the tour. You really didn't have time." Tico said. 

"That doesn't give me an excuse, Tic. | should've been there when my mom died. Michele was there. Dad was 
here. Hell. | wasn't even there when Dad died. What kind of a a fucking son am |?" David yelled. Tico watched as 
David rubbed his face. 

"A good one." Tico said. 

"How the hell am | a good son if | wasn't there when my parents died?" David asked. 

"We talked to your mom before she died. She didn't want you to know that she died until after the tour so 
your playing wasn't affected. Same with your dad's death. Sarah and Eddie both loved you very much, Dave. 


Don't ever say you were a bad son They said that you were the best son that anybody could ever ask for. | 


don't think I've ever seen somebody as proud of their son as your parents were." Tico said. David just sighed. 


"Thanks T" He said. 
"No problem." Tico said. 


"Oh. And sorry for snapping at you. Again" With that, David left. Tico sighed and walked to Jon and Richie's 
room. He knocked on the door then stuffed his hands in his pockets. When the door opened, he walked in. 


"Hey guys." Tico said. 

"Hey Tic. What's up?" Jon asked. 

"| now know why Dave's been depressed lately." Tico said. 

"Everybody does. It's because he's thinking about his parents again" Richie said. 


"That's sort of the reason. He feels guilty because he wasn't there when they died. He feels that he wasn't a 
good son to them because he didn't visit them often and he's beating himself up about it." Tico said. 


"Its not his fault." Richie said. 
"Try telling him that. He won't listen" Tico said. 


"We've got to get him out of this before he does something he'll regret." 
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"David" David turned around to see Alec. 

"Yeah?" David asked, turning around, 

"Your dad's on the phone." David nodded his thanks then went to the phone, 

"Hello?" He answered, leaning against the wall 

"Hey Dave” He smiled 

"Hey Dad. What's up?" David pushed some of his hair that had fallen out of his face. 
"I've got some bad news” Eddie said 

"What kind of bad news?" David asked 


"First of all, your mom and | are getting a divorce," David froze and listened. "Second of all, your mom's going 


to an insane asylum." David shook his head. He couldn't believe it. 
"What the hell, Dad?" He said. 


"| know it's a lot to take in, but its for your mom's own good." Eddie said. David continuously shook his head as 


though his dad was standing right in front of him. 


"That place is going to do no good for her. Besides. She needs you. You can't just dump her off there and 
expect her to be fine. God knows | can't be there when I'm on tour! She's going to be so fucking lonely and it's 
going to fucking kill her." David said. 


"Dave. She's not going to be lonely. There's other people there." Eddie said. David let out a sarcastic laugh. 
"Yeah. People don't know who the hell she is and what her fucking problem is. She can't stand to be alone, Dad. 
She needs somebody she knows and loves there with her at all times. Not some fucking strangers that don't 
give a damn about her. They'll just treat her like a fucking circus freak" David felt his anger rising. He was 
getting angrier by the second. 


"Please calm down, Dave." Eddie said. 


"Calm down? Okay. You know what? When you can learn some fucking common sense and wake up, call me back" 


David slammed the phone on the receiver and grabbed his coat. Jon, Richie, Tico, and Alec were staring at him. 


"lim going for a fucking walk" He mumbled as he shut the door behind him, leaving the four others in total 
shock. 
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Do it. Nobody will care. Just go ahead and do it. No! Dont do it! Youve got children and a wife. And you have a 
sister and three best friends who really need you No. They don’t fucking need me. They can carry on without me. 
Listen to what youre thinking about, Rashbaum. Stop this right now. Dont you fucking dare do it: But if you do it 
all of your troubles will go away. Yes, your troubles will go away and youill be pain free, but you will also burn in 
hell Don’t fucking do if. David argued with himself in his mind as he leaned against the concrete siding of the 
bridge. The thought of ending it all crossed through his mind way too often Especially during tours. He had 
been feeling this depressed since his dad died back in 2003. Nobody knew of his suicidal thoughts. Not even his 
best friends. Not even his sister. Not even his wife or kids. Nobody knew of them but him. He rested his 
elbows on the concrete and put his face in his hands. He started to cry a little. He just didn't know what to do 


anymore. No matter who talked to him, no matter what he did, he never could seem to feel like himself again 


Jon, Richie, and Tico looked worriedly around the hotel. They had gone outside to look for his car, but his car 
wasn't there. He was nowhere around the hotel. They were really starting to worry. They walked up to the 
front desk. "Have you seen David?" Tico asked the man behind the desk. 


"Uh .. he left about an hour ago. He looked pretty upset" The guy said. 


"Thanks!" They said and left the hotel. They got to the street where the bridge was and instantly worried when 
they saw David's car parked near the bridge. 


"Fuck" Richie whispered. They got up and ran over to the bridge. They started walking the bridge, hoping to see 
him. They saw a guy hunched over with his elbows on the concrete, his face in hands. They instantly 
recognized the jacket and gave a quick sigh of relief before running over to him. 

"What the hell, Dave?! Don't fucking scare us like that!" Jon said. David didn't so much as look up at them. 
"Lemma." Richie said. He didn't look up at them. Tico sighed and patted his back. 


"You okay, Dave?" He asked. David shook his head, still not looking at them. 


"Lemma .. come on .. lets get you back to the hotel" Richie said, gently grasping his arm. David sighed and 
nodded. He finally looked at the three of them and they saw how much pain he was in. They led him to their 
car and got in. David didn't say anything the whole car ride. He just leaned his head against the window and 
watched the whole world pass by as Jon drove back to the hotel. 
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David threw another rock, watching it skim the waters of the pond. He was trying to get his anger out without 
hurting someone. He'd hate to hurt someone. He looked at his watch and saw that he had been out for an hour. 
He was surprised that nobody came to look for him. He just shrugged it off and continued skipping rocks. It was 
best that they left him alone until he calmed down. After a while, he got tired of skipping rocks and decided to 
walk back to the hotel. Alec, Richie, Jon, and Tico were all sitting on Jon's car, just talking. "There he is" Tico 
said as David walked up to them. 


"You okay?" Jon asked. 


"Yeah. | just needed to cool off. I'm fine." David said. They guys nodded. David leaned against the car. "So what 
are you guys talking about?" David asked. 


"The setlist for tonight." Richie said. 

"Do you already have it planned out tonight?" David asked Jon. Jon nodded. 

"The order is Lay Your Hands On Me, I'd Die For You, Wild in the Streets, You Give Love a Bad Name, Livin' on a 
Prayer, Living In Sin, then Runaway. For the encores, we're doing the acoustic version of Never Say Goodbye, 
Wanted Dead or Alive, then closing out with Bad Medicine." Jon said. 

"Cool." David nodded. 


"So what was that phone call about?" Tico asked. David just shook his head. 


"Nothing but my dad being fucking stupid" David said. The band nodded. They knew there was more to it. They 


just didn't want to fuel his anger since he was completely fired up after the phone call 

"Anyway. How's your mom doing?" Jon asked. David just looked away 

"| think we should get back inside" The band bit their lips. Touchy subject. Mustve been about his mom. 
"Sorry. Sorry. Touchy subject" Jon said. 

"Nah. It's all right" David said 


"Okay. Jon said. They worried about David sometimes. He worried too much about his mother and not about 


himself. But David was right. They went back inside to get ready for another concert. 
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David sighed as he sat on his bed. His body was aching from touring so much. His mind was hurting from 
thinking way too much. He just wanted to sleep. He just wanted to be home with his wife and kids. He went into 
his suitcase and pulled out a book. It was a book his mother left for him when she died. It was more of a 


biography than anything, but it wasn't finished. When he opened the cover, a piece of paper fell out. 
April 29, 1993 
David, 


There comes a time when children dont need their mothers anymore. Yours came I0 years ago when you were 
called by Jon to join Bon Jovi | enjoyed watching you onstage because | knew that you always wanted fo be a 
rockstar. Now you are! Its been amazing watching you grow as a musician and a person I watch you on TV all the 
fime when your concerts are broadcasted Just the sheer joy on your face makes me cry out of happiness. Im 


really proud of you, Dave. | really am 


When Im gone, please don't cry. | havent seen you in five years, but | understand. Youre a rockstar. You're going 
fo be touring a lot and working on solo projects like the soundtrack for The Netherlands and helping Richie with his 
solo album and such. You also have a wife who needs you wifh her. She really loves you, Dave. Hold onto her and 
never let her go. Dave, | really am proud of you. Ive started writing this biography about you, but .. Im just getting 
foo weak to write it / want you fo finish it for me. I love you, Dave. Youre the best son | could've ever asked for. 


Love, 
Mom 


A small smile formed on David's lips as he read the letter. It made him feel a little better. Not all the way, but 
a little. He put the letter back in the book and set the book aside. He would try and finish it later. There was a 


knock on the door. "Come in!" David said. The door opened and Tico walked in. 
"Well, you seem a little more cheery." He said. David just shrugged. "So what made you cheer up a little?" Tico 
asked. David grabbed the book, pulled out the letter, and handed it to Tico. Tico smiled. "A note from your 


mom." Tico said. David nodded. "See Dave? Told you that you weren't a bad son" Tico said. David sighed and 
nodded again. 


"You get what | mean though, right?" David asked. 


"Yeah. | get it. Maybe it's best that you weren't there. In all honesty, | think you would be worse off if you 


were there. To see your mom going through that." Tico said. 


"| know. | know." David said. Maybe Tico's right. 
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"Are you ready?" Doc asked the boys as they lined up in the hallway. 
"When aren't we?" Jon asked. 


"All right. Go on out there and give them the best damn show they've ever fucking seen!" All down the 
hallway, the boys gave the crew members high fives and fist bumps. They were pumped. They couldn't wait to 
get out onto the stage. The blinding lights were hypnotizing as always. The moment the boys stepped onstage, 
nothing else in the world mattered. A grueling 3 hours later, the boys came off of the stage. They were all 
exhausted. Jon excused himself to the restroom, where he threw up. Everybody worried about Jon as Jon 
worried about everybody else. Jon wasn't well and everybody knew that. He kept pushing through though. David 
showered. The hot water pulsed onto his aching skin, soothing the pain. Since the showers were open showers 
at the arena, they had to wear swimming trunks just in case somebody barged in. There weren't private 
showers at the arena. They were used to it. After scrubbing his head, David turned off the water, dried off, 


and dressed. 


"Hey. Johnny. You okay?" Jon shook his head as he slumped against the wall. David sighed and sat next to him. 
"Look at it this way. We only have two more months. Then we're done.” Jon just nodded. The band didn't have 
much to say to each other anymore. This tour had virtually destroyed their relationships with each other. 
David didn't really know what to do anymore, so he just clapped his friend on the back He knew couldn't wait to 
get back home. Him and Jon both had women waiting for them back at home. Jon had gotten married 8 months 
prior and David was engaged. He wanted to get home and be with his fiance. Because of the extensive touring, 
they hadn't really had much time to spend together. They talked on the phone a lot and David knew that April 
was getting very frustrated with his not being home. "Only two more months." 
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"So what was your mom like at home?" Jon asked as he and David sat down at a table. They were finally home 


from the Because We Can tour. 

"Well you know she went to an insane asylum. She was really nice and sweet. She would treat everybody kindly 
and she would never hurt a soul on purpose. She was just really paranoid and anxious. She would have mental 
breakdowns from time to time. When she did, they were really bad. The only way you could really calm her 
down was music. | loved to play the piano for her. She-" There was a knock on the door that interrupted them. 
"Come in" Jon said. Richie walked in. 

"Hey. Sorry for interrupting. Jon. Obie needs us at the studio." 

"Sorry Dave." Jon said 

"Nah. I'll tell you later." Jon left with Richie. David sighed and looked around the empty living room. His wife, 
Lexi, was at work. His kids were out with their friends from school. He decided to take a walk. He threw on his 
coat, scarf, and gloves and headed out into the cold New Jersey morning. He walked along the bike path. There 
was a woman who was riding her bike. Who would be riding their bike in December? He thought to himself. He 
did a double take at the woman. She looked a lot like his deceased mother. He thought of calling out to her, but 
decided not to. Something happened. He didn't know what, but the woman was thrown off her bike. She rubbed 
her wrist. David jogged over to her. 

"Hey. Are you okay?" David asked, kneeling next to her. 

‘lm fine. My wrist just hurts." The woman replied nonchalantly. 

"Here. Let me take you to the hospital to get it looked at." David offered. 

"No need. Thank you though." She said. 


"| insist. Come on" David said. The woman soon gave in and went with him. She had broken her wrist trying to 


catch herself. 
"Well, thank you, Mr. Bryan" The woman said as David walked her back out to the trail. 
"No problem, Miss ." He trailed off, realizing he never did ask her name. 


"The name's Robin Jennings." The woman said. 


"No problem, Ms. Jennings." David said. Robin snatched up her bike from the path and walked off. David sighed 
and kicked at a rock. Just another day. 
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"David. David" David opened his eyes. 

"What?" He asked. 

"We're here." That got David up. He grabbed his carry on bags and walked off the plane. The tour had taken 
such an effect on the band that they had taken separate planes. He didn't know what the future held for the 
band, but he was sure that the band wasn't breaking up. He hoped that what he was thinking was true. He 
walked into the airport and was welcomed with a hug from April. He hugged her back and buried his face in 
her hair, glad that he was home for the first time in a while. 

"Welcome home, Dave." April said when they pulled away. 


"Glad to be home." He threw an arm around April's shoulders and walked over to pick up his suitcases. April 


helped him carry them to the car and threw them in When David held his hand out, April shook her head. 


"You're so tired. I'll drive." It didn't take much to convince David. He opened the door for April then got into the 


passenger seat. "Are you ready to go home?" 

"| thought I'd never be so glad to hear the word home in my life" With that, they went back to their shared 
New Jersey home that David had bought after the Slippery When Wet tour. Walking into the house was like a 
dream come true for David. 

"You go on up to bed. I'll put your stuff away.” 

"No. I'll put my stuff away. You can do .. whatever." April laughed. 

"Okay then. Give me your dirty clothes and I'll do the laundry." 

"| don't think you want to touch that stuff. It's dirty and disgusting. I've been on tour for 2 years. We were 
lucky enough to have one of our crew members to take everything to the laundromat if there were any 
around." 


"Never mind. I'll just .. Ill make you some dinner.” 


"Okay. I'll be down after | finish unpacking." David started unpacking and threw some things in the washer. When 


he was done unpacking, he walked downstairs. 
"So how are the boys?" David bit his lip. 


"| don't know." 


"What do you mean you don't know? Didn't you guys come home together? Why didn't | see them in the 


airport?" 


"| don't know if we will continue being a band. We were so exhausted and our relationships are strained. By the 
end of the tour, we were barely saying four words to each other. We took different flights home. Jon was 
constantly throwing up and constantly had a fever. He was taking steroid shots to keep himself going. Even 
Richie was tired of everything. He and Jon didn't say two words to each other after the last concert and 
they're practically like brothers. We all are. We basically said our goodbyes and thats it” 


"That's rough." David nodded. He couldn't disagree with that. 
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"tm going out." David said to Lexi, his wife. 
"All right. Be careful. | love you." David pecked her lips and pulled on his coat. 


"| will. Love you too." He walked out the door to his car. Flipping through the stations, he heard a song from 
their new album and changed it. Like most artists, he couldn't stand to hear his own song on the radio. You 
just get tired of it because you lived the song. You wrote it. You recorded it. You play it on tour. You just 

can't stand it. He pulled into the parking lot of a flower shop and walked in, putting his sunglasses on. 


"The usaul, Mr. Bryan?" The lady behind the cash register asked. The lady was a short, stocky young woman 


with long, curly red hair and green eyes. She was an old family friend. 


"Please." David offered her a smile, which she kindly returned then went to go get the flowers. When she 
returned, David pulled out his wallet and handed her the money. She handed the flowers to him. "Thanks 
Loretta" 


"No problem, dear. Have a good day." 


"Thanks. You too." He parked his car and walked through the entry gate of an old, almost abandoned, cemetery. 
Nobody really buried their loved ones here for some reason. They always chose other ones. It didn't matter to 
him, though. He preferred silence when he visited. It was a rather cold February morning, but the sun was 

shining brightly. The soft breeze blew David's hair back. He reached where he was going and looked down at the 


tombstone. 


Sarah Rachel Rashbaum 
September 29, 1933 - April 30, 1993 
Happiness cannot be traveled fo, owned, earned, or won. If is the spiritual experience of living every minute with 


love, grace and gratitude. 


As he kneeled down, he set the flowers on the grave. "Mom, | know | say this every time | visit. But, I'm sorry 
for anything | might've done to ever hurt you. I'm sorry for not visiting you before you died. | love you, Mom. 
| really do. | hope one day to see you again. I'm looking forward to that day. | hope you and Dad are getting 
along up there. | wish you would've gotten the chance to see your grandchildren. They've grown up to be really 
great kids. You'd really be proud of them." Before he said anything else, he heard sobbing. He was shocked to 
hear the crying. Like mentioned before, nobody really used that cemetery. He stood up and walked towards the 
sound only to find the girl he had helped back in late December. The girl who had broken her wrist riding her 
bike. 

"Robin ..2" The girl looked behind her and stood up, quickly brushing tears from her face. 


"Oh. Sorry for disturbing your visit." She quickly walked away. David looked down at the grave to see who she 


had been mourning. 


Angela Elizabeth Jennings 
November Ib, 208 - January 3, 204 


David felt his throat tighten. She had lost her baby. It wasn't even a year old. He turned around to see that 
she was still within distance. He jogged up to her and tapped her shoulder. She turned around. 


"Hey." He said, 

"Hi." She offered a small, pained smile. 

‘I'm sorry." She shook her head. 

"Things happen Anyway. It wasn't your fault." She almost whispered the last part: 
"What happened?" He knew he shouldn't prod, but he wanted to help the girl. 
"She contracted pneumonia and passed away. They couldn't help her at all." 
‘I'm really sorry." Robin just shrugged it off. 

"What can you do, you know? Things happen for a reason" 

"Let me take you out for some coffee." 

"| can't do that. You've already done so much for me." 

"| insist." 


What was an innocent offer to help someone turned into a friendship that David couldn't describe. Or maybe .. 
something more than just a friendship .. 
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David sighed as he got out of bed. After he got back from the tour, he had been hospitalized for two weeks 
and bedridden for a month due to a parasite he had caught while on tour in South America. He was glad to be 
able to move around again. He couldn't stand laying in bed all day. That just wasn't him. Despite David's 
resisting, April had slept on the couch until he got better. Judging by the fact that it was 9:00 AM and she 
wasn't up yet, David came to a conclusion that April had worked late the night before. He smiled and started 
cooking some breakfast for her. He wasn't all that hungry, so he made just enough for only her. She had 
walked in just as he turned off the stove. 

"What's this?" She asked. 


"What? | can't make my wife some breakfast?" He asked. She shrugged and kissed his cheek. 

"You don't usually make breakfast. That's why | asked" 

"| guess it's a little thank you for putting up with me" He shrugged. She smiled. 

"| put up with you because | love you." 

"Well good. Because | love you too." 

"You better get going before you're late." David looked at the clock. He gave April a quick peck on the lips then 
hurried out the door, grabbing his coat and keys along the way. He was meeting Richie at his house to help 
him with his solo album. It was to be the first time since the end of the tour that David would see his 
bandmate. When he knocked on the door, he took his sunglasses off and slipped them into his pocket. The door 
opened. 

"Hey Dave." Richie said, opening the door further to let him in 

"Hi Rich." David said, walking in. The door closed behind him. 

"Glad to see you on your feet" 

"l'm glad to be." 

"How are you feeling?" 


‘lm feeling a whole lot better, let me tell you that.” 


"That's good. Let's head downstairs and start knocking this out." David nodded and followed Richie down the 


stairs. 


"So who all is helping with this album?" David asked as he took a seat on the piano. Richie grabbed a guitar and 


sat down on a chair. 


"Um .. you obviously with the keyboards and string arrangements. Um .. T's helping out. Dean Fasano is helping 
with backing vocals. Who the hell knows anymore?" David nodded. 


"We'll find out eventually, then" Richie nodded. 


"Well, let's get started! 
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"l'm not though!" 

"How do | know that, Dave?! Huh?!" 

"Because | would never do that to my kids! They fucking love you, Lexi! | love you! | would never fucking do 
that to youl" Lexi sighed out of frustration David sighed and counted to ten in his head. "You know | would 
never hurt you, Lexi. You know that." He placed his hands on Lexi's arms. She nodded, tears coming to her eyes. 
He pulled her close and hugged her, burying his face in her hair. "| swear | wouldn't. | love you too much." 

"| love you too." She said, barely above a whisper. He tightened his grip around her a little and kissed the top 
of her head. This was the second time in a week that they had gotten into a fight. Both times caused by Lexi 
thinking David was cheating on her. It hurt knowing that she had actually thought he would ever do that to 
her. He pulled away from the hug and kissed her. She kissed him back, wrapping her arms around his neck. "I 
have to go to work" 


"Okay. Be careful. | love you.” 


"| love you too." She threw her coat on and headed out. 


David sighed and rubbed his face. He looked at the stairs to see his daughter. 
"Are you and Lexi fighting again, Daddy?" Tyger asked. David hesitated then nodded. "What about?" 

"Nothing, sweetheart. IH was just a misunderstanding” 

tare aries 

"Yes, Tyger. Everything's okay." His daughter nodded then headed back up the stairs. Colton came downstiars. 
"Hey. Colton" Colton turned around. 

"Yeah, Dad?" 

"Could you watch Tyger for a little while? Im gonna go out 

er 

"Thanks" David grabbed his coat and headed out. He walked the lake near the bike path again He was trying to 
clear his mind. He didn't know what to think anymore. He didn't feel as happy with Lexi as he used to be. He 


didn't know if it was because she had constantly been accusing him of cheating or if he just didn't feel the 


same way about her anymore. If the second thing was the case, then he had wasted 4 years married to her. 


He picked up a rock and, frustrated, chucked it into the lake. He honestly had no idea what he felt anymore. 
When he got back home, Colton was sitting on the couch with Tyger. 


"Daddy!" He smiled as she attacked him with a hug. 


"Hi sweetheart." He kissed the top of her head. She let go of the hug and went back to sitting next to Colton, 
playfully ruffling his hair. 


"Hey!" David chuckled and shook his head, taking his coat off and placing it on the hook next to the door. He 
looked at the clock. It was 6:00. 


'Lexi's not home yet?" 

"She's upstairs." David went upstairs to see his wife staring out the balcony doors. He went up behind her, 
wrapped his arms around her waist, and kissed her neck. Lexi smiled, rested her hands on his, and leaned back 
into his chest. 

"I'm sorry about earlier, Dave." She said softly. 

"Don't worry about it, dear." 

"You sure?" He turned her around and took her face in his hands. 

"Yes. I'm sure." She just smiled in response. 

"Dad. Lexi." David let go and turned around to see Gabrielle. 

"Yeah?" David asked. 

"Colton wants you downstairs." David and Lexi walked downstairs. When they didn't see Colton in the living room, 
they checked the dining room. The table had roses in the middle of it along with some candles and there were 
plates of food on it. 

"Dinner is served" Gabrielle said and left. 


"Looks like the kids wanted us to have a romantic dinner alone tonight." David chuckled and nodded. 


"Looks like it!" He went over and pulled the chair out for her. She smiled and took a seat. He sat down and saw 


a small note next to the roses. 


Gabrielle, Tyger, and | went fo the park so you guys could have some alone time. 
Love, 


Colton 


David chuckled and shook his head, pouring the both of them a glass of wine. 


"To us?" 


With a smile, David said, "To us." 
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"Are you sure, Jon?" David was pacing the living room, trying to clarify what his bandmate was saying. 
"Yeah. We leave tomorrow morning." The other answered. 


"All right then. I'll see you tomorrow." David put the phone back on its receiver and sighed. Jon had called to 
tell David that everyone in the band was going to go to the Caribbean to sit down with a psychiatrist and talk 
out there problems. It may sound crazy to some people, but they really did need help connecting with each 
other again. Honestly, it had been the first time since the last show of the New Jersey tour that Jon had said 
one word to him. He had to admit that he was a little nervous to see the guys again. Well, Alec and John. He 
and Tico had helped Richie with his solo album after he had gotten better. David sighed once again and sat in a 


chair. Arms wrapped around his chest from behind and warm lips pressed to his cheek. 
"What's wrong, sweetheart?" David turned in his chair. 


| leave tomorrow morning for the Caribbean. Jon wants the band to talk things out." 


"Well that's good. When you boys were together, it was like you were more like brothers than bandmates." 
David nodded. 


"Well. Until the end of that tour .. but the past is the past. No more dwelling. Time to move on and see what 
happens after this." 


"Would you like me to help you pack?" 
If you want. | mean, we're only going to be down there for maybe two or three days, so | won't need much." 


"All right. I'll go get your suitcase from the attic.” David went to his room and started pulling some clothes 
out, laying them on the bed. I+ felt weird that he was going to be leaving for the Caribbean, considering he 
hadn't left New Jersey since before he was hospitalized. When April came back with the suit case, she helped 
fold the clothes and put them in. She hated to admit it, but she wasn't ready for David to leave again. She had 
just gotten used to him being (sort of) home 24/1 with the exceptions of going to meetings with the directors 
for "The Netherworld’ and going to the studio to help Richie with his solo aloum. He secretly didn't want to go 
either, but he knew he had to fix his relationship with his bandmates. 

"You ready for tomorrow?" April asked after he finished packing. 


"Yes, ma'am." 


"All right. We need to get to bed" They crawled under the covers. April was soon asleep, but David couldn't 
quiet his mind long enough to even shut his eyes. What is going to happen while were there? 
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Stepping off the plane, the band flocked over to get their bags. The entire plane ride, the most they had said 
to each other was "hi" and "can you hand me that please". They stood around awkwardly. 

"So .. um ... let's go." Jon said. They nodded and all went out to the cars that took them to the hotel. Along with 
the band was Obie O'Brien, Bon Jovi's new manager, and a psychiatrist to help them. Upon reaching the hotel 
lobby, none of them knew what to say, shifting their weight uneasily from one foot to another and hoping that 


someone else would say something. 


"Go rest up. We'll meet up at 8:00 tomorrow morning to have our first session" Everybody nodded at the 
psychiatrist's words. They got their room assignments from Obie. Jon and Richie were rooming. David and Tico 
were rooming. Obie was rooming with Alec. David and Tico walked silently to their shared room. He never 
thought things would get this bad when Bon Jovi first began. None of them did. But, when you're together for 
so long without a break, it's bound to happen. And it did. But the good thing was they were going to do 
something about it instead of breaking the band apart for good. David and Tico both unpacked then sat on their 
separate bags. 


"So .. what's been going on?" David looked at his Cuban bandmate. 

"Well .. not much really. After the tour, | was hospitalized for a parasite | caught in South America for two 
weeks then | was bedridden for a month. Helped Richie with his solo album. Recorded a soundtrack for "The 
Netherworld’. That's about it really besides just chilling with April. How about you?" 

"| started painting and golfing again. A little horseback riding here and there. Obviously | also helped Richie. 
That's about it” David nodded. They talked for an hour then David called April, telling her that everything was 
fine and all 

"So nobody's killed anybody yet?" 

"No and | hope it'll stay that way." 


"Don't worry. Everything will turn out fine in the end, Dave." 


| hope so." 
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"All right. Lets try this again" David said. Everybody in the studio nodded. They were working on a recording 
for the musical Memphis, which had its Broadway debut 5 years before on October 18, 2009. They had decided 
to put the music on a CD to see how well it would do. The musical itself had been a hit. David sat back in his 
chair and pressed a button, putting some headphones on and giving them a thumb's up. /ts time To lose the day. 
Its time to head to Beale where the rhythm is hot and the music is real You can do without love. Swear off the 
booze. But everyone alive needs fo sing the blues So time to raise some hell and get on down. We goin’ down, down 
underground. We goin’ down, down, down just to hear that sound David tapped his foot to the beat, mouthing the 
lyrics. Never once had he ever forgotten about this musical that made its off-Broadway debut in 2002. Never. 
He felt a tap on his shoulder and glanced over, seeing Robin. She smiled and gave a small wave. He gave her a 
wave then lowered his earphones, pressing a button. "All right, guys. Thank you." When the cast left, he stood 
up and stretched. 


‘Ive seen that musical more times than any other musical. Ever. 

"You like it?" David asked as he gathered some papers together. 

"| love it. It perfectly approaches the struggles of African Americans during the time." 
"Glad you like it" He smiled and put the papers in a folder. 

"Was it hard for you?" He looked at her, confused. 

"Was what hard for me?" 

"Growing up Jewish?" 

"Yeah. | was the only white Jewish kid in all of Edison. Of course it was hard for me." 


"It was the same for me with growing up Jewish. | was raised where | was one of the very few Jewish kids. 


Everyone was Catholic or Christian and made fun of me for it! 
"| know what that was like" David sighed. Robin decided to walk to David's car as they talked about their pasts. 
"Well, | better get back inside. I'll see you tomorrow?" Robin asked. 


"Yeah. I'll see ya" David got in his car and drove home. It wasn't a surprise to see Lexi's car gone. He walked 


into the house, throwing his keys in the basket on the counter. 


"Dad?" He turned around to see his kids. 


"Yeah?" 
"Where'd Lexi go?" David sighed. 
"Sit down, kids, and I'll tell you." They did as 


he said. "I'm afraid that Lexi cheated on me. We're filing for divorce soon" It was a little hard for them to soak 


in, but they knew it was the only way for their dad to be happy again 
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Neither David nor Tico could sleep that night. Both were up almost all night, staring at the ceiling. The same 
thoughts ran through both of their heads. Will this even work? What if it doesn’t work? What if the psychiatrist 
fails? What if .. what if .. what if ..? They didn't even bother checking to see if the other was awake. They knew 
they were. When David could hear the snores of his older friend, he decided to get up and go for a walk. Walks 
always seemed to ease his mind, no matter what he was thinking about. Being sure that his wallet and room 
key were in his pocket, he left the hotel room. He couldn't believe what was happening. It was almost 
depressing. He had been best friends - no brothers - with these guys for 8 years then they barely talked to 
each other after the last tour. He understood why it happened though. They had gone from recording Slippery 
When Wet January-July 198b to touring from July I, 1986 - October 17, 1987 to turning around and recording 
New Jersey January - July 1988 to turning around and having another tour from October 30, 1988 - 
December 2l, 99. It was quite tiring and they were pretty much tired of being around each other. Obviously, 
since it was nighttime, it was dead quiet. Not a single sound was heard except the tussle of the wind on the 
leaves. It was actually quite peaceful to him. He enjoyed the walk as he normally did. No music blaring through 
speakers (although he loved hearing music). No annoying laughing cutting through. No loud amounts of talking. 
Just .. nature. It was really enjoyable. Finding his way back to the hotel after two hours of walking, he sighed 
as he pulled his room key out of his pocket. His thoughts were still swirling around his mind about his mom. He 
hadn't talked to her in about three years. He really needed to give her a call or something. As he laid down in 
the bed once again, he found comfort in the silence for once. It wasn't an awkward silence with eyes staring at 
the others, waiting for someone to say something. Anything. As he slowly drifted into a deep sleep, he 


wondered what would be in store for them the next day. 
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Sitzen in einem überfüllten Raum mit kaum genug Raum zu bewegen. Kaum genug Platz zum atmen. Hustet jemand 
neben dir. Sie sind krank. Jemand neben dir zeichnet ihren letzten Atemzug. Sie sind tot. Gedanken wirbeln in Ihrem 
Kopf herum. Bekomme ich immer raus? Werde ich hier sterben? Wo ist meine Familie? Ist meine Mutter in 
Ordnung? Geht es meinem Vater gut? Was ist mit meinen Schwestern? Mene Brüder? Meine Lehrer? Meine 
Freunde? Gibt es sonst noch jemand Links? Die Sterne um den Hals, dass Sie enst trug, da ein stolz Symbol jetzt 
ein Symbol der Schandeist. Langsam beginnen Sie, hren Verstand zu verleren. Ihre würde ist nicht mehr vorhanden 
Sie sind nicht mehr vorhanden. Sie spielt keine Rolle in der Welt. Alles wegen der Tatsache, dass Sie jüdisch sind 


"What the fuck does that say, Lemma?" David looked back at his bandmates then back at the book 


'It says, ‘Sitzen in einem überfüllten Raum mit kaum genug Raum zu bewegen. Kaum genug Platz zum atmen 
Hustet jemand neben dir. Sie sind krank. Jemand neben dir zeichnet ihren letzten Atemzug. Sie sind tot. Gedanken 
wirbeln in Ihrem Kopf herum. Bekomme ich immer raus? Werde ich hier sterben? Wo ist meine Familie? Ist 
meine Mutter in Ordnung? Geht es meinem Vater gut? Was ist mit meinen Schwestern? Meine Brüder? Meine 
Lehrer? Meine Freunde? Gibt es sonst noch jemand Links? Die Sterne um den Hals, dass Sie einst trug, da ein 
stolz Symbol jetzt ein Symbol der Schandeist. Langsam beginnen Sie, Ihren Verstand zu verlieren. Ihre würde ist 
nicht mehr vorhanden. Sie sind nicht mehr vorhanden. Sie spielt keine Rolle in der Welt. Alles wegen der 


Tatsache, dass Sie jüdisch sind: 
"Wiseass." David laughed as Jon smacked him in the back of the head. 
"What does it say in English?" Tico asked. 


"It says, ‘Sitting in a crowded room with barely enough room to move around. Barely enough room to breathe. 
Someone next to you coughs. They're sick. Someone else next to you draws their last breath. They're dead. 

Thoughts swirl around in your mind. Will | ever get out of here? Am I going to die here? Where is my family? 
Is my mother okay? Is my father okay? What about my sisters? My brothers? My teachers? My friends? Is 
there anybody else left? That star around your neck that you once wore as a proud symbol is now a symbol 
of shame. Slowly, you start to lose your sanity. Your dignity no longer exists. You no longer exist. You don't 

matter to the world. All because of the fact that you are Jewish." David looked back at his bandmates to see 


their reactions. 
"That's fucking depressing." Tico said. 
"What in the hell are you reading, Lemma?" Jon asked. 


"A book my mom started and left for me to finish. Mostly talks about her life in Germany." David replied. 


"Your mom is from Germany?" 


"Yeah. Born in Munich, Germany September 291933. She witnessed the Holocaust firsthand. Her parents dying. 
Her siblings dying. Her friends and teachers dying. Anybody she knew, really. That's why she went insane." 


"It all kind of makes sense now." David nodded. 

‘Its terrible to watch your mother have mental breakdowns, knowing you can't really do anything to help her 
because it was all said and done. There was nothing my family and | could do for her except try our best” 
"Best thing for anybody who has gone through something like that.” 

"Yep. Now, | have to go. I'll see you guys later." David threw on his coat and headed to the studio once again. He 
had been spending a lot of time there. He was sitting at a desk in a room, leaning over stacks of paperwork 
There was a knock on the door. "Come in" Robin walked in and slammed a huge script on the desk David raised 
an eyebrow. 

"Don't ask questions yet." Robin said, "My number's on the front" With that, she left the room, closing the 
door behind her. David looked down at the script. 


Jeder Stern stirbt 
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Matchmaker. Matchmaker. Make me a match. Find me a match Catch me a catch Matchmaker. Matchmaker. 
Look through your book and make me a perfect match Matchmaker. Matchmaker. Hl bring the veil You bring the 
groom. Slender and pale. Bring me a ring for Im longing fo be the envy of all | see. For Papa, make him a scholar. 
For Mama, make him rich as a king. For me, well, | wouldnt holler if he were as handsome as anything 


"David" Glancing up from his keyboard, the curly blonde looked up at his bandmate. 

"Yeah?" 

"What in the Hell were you humming?" 

"Oh. | was humming Matchmaker from Fiddler on the Roof" 

"Why?" 

"| don't know. | have it stuck in my head." 

"Okay then! 

"Yeah." David knew why though. He had thought about the time his mother had taken him to see Fiddler on the 
Roof. He loved it. His mother hadn't had a breakdown at the time for almost a month. Afterwards, the two 
went out to dinner. The band was in the recording studio recording their fifth studio album, which was to be 
named Keep the Faith. After three days of being in the Caribbean with a psychiatrist, the band had come to 


terms with each other, forgave anything that might've been said to hurt another, and became like brothers 
again And honestly, they couldn't be any more relieved about it. 
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"Lemma. Don't you think it's a little too dark?" Shaking his head, David looked at Hugh. 

"No. Its not." 

"Its about the fucking Holocaust." Jon replied. 

"There are many plays about the Holocaust.” 

"Like what?" Richie challenged. 

"There is "Kindertransport," "The Free Zone/The Workroom by Jean-Claude Grumberg, "Angel: A Nightmare in 
Two Acts" by Jo Davidsmeyer, "Voices" by Janet Rubin, "I Never Saw a Butterfly: A Play" by Hana Volavkova, 
"Judgement at Nuremberg: A Play" by Abby Mann, "Anne Frank and Me," "The Diary of Anne Frank," "Dear 
Esther" by Richard Rashke, "A Shayna Maidel" by Barbara Lebow. | could probably name a hundred more." 
"Kindertransport .. wasn't that a real thing?" David nodded. 

"Saved 10,000 kids from concentration and death camps. My mom had a baby brother who was sent on it. 
Never saw him again. He's probably dead by now." The band nodded. "Not the only person who never saw their 
families again. 9/10 never saw their families again." Richie whistled. 

"Damn." Jon said. 

"Mhm. Very sad". 


"Well .. | have to get this back to Robin" 


"All right. See you later." The boys said as David left the studio. 
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"| don't know about you guys, but I'm ready to go home.” The keyboardist nodded in agreement at the Cuban 


drummer's statement. 

"| think we all agree on that one." Jon grabbed a cup of coffee and sat back down. 

"Gentlemen, we'll be arriving in New Jersey in about I5 minutes." Obie, their new manager, said. The boys 
cheered, starting to get stuff together and sitting down for the landing. They arrived at the airport and were 
greeted by their family. David hugged April tightly, breathing in the scent of the shampoo she used. He loved 
his wife more than anything, even music. And that was saying a lot. 

Of course, they had to get past screaming fans on the way out. When the boys got to their rides, they each 
said their goodbye-for-nows and headed home for the first time in a while. As soon as he walked in the front 
door, David collapsed onto the couch. Home sweet home. The phone rang and he went to go get up, but April 
beat him to it. "Hello?" She looked at David. "Yeah. Hold on a second. David, it's for you." David groaned quietly 
and got up, picking up the receiver. 

"Hello?" 

"David?" 

"Dad?" 

"How was the tour?" 


"Long, but fun Are you okay? You sound sick or something." 


"Um .. your mom .. your mom passed away while you were on tour." David felt like he had been kicked in the 


gut 
"Please tell me you're kidding 

"Im not. She passed away on April 9th 

"Why didn't you tell me when | was on tour?" 

"| didn't want to distract you. You needed to work" 


"Okay. Well .. I'm gonna go. Bye." David hung up the receiver and walked to his and April's shared bedroom, not 
saying a word to his wife as he passed. "Damn it" He muttered under his breath, sitting on the edge of his bed 


as he broke down. April walked in and sat next to him, rubbing his back in comfort. That was all she could do 


at the time. 


